STRANGE INTERLUDE

why she married me . . . and I know she's felt right along
that then she'd love me . . . really love me . . .

(Gloomily.)

I wonder why . . . ought to have happened before this
,, . hope it's nothing wrong . . . with me! . , .

(He starts, flinging off this thought - then suddenly
clutching at a straw, turns hopefully to his
mother)

Why did you ask me that, Mother? D'you think - ?

MRS.  EVANS

(Hastily.)
No, indeed! I don't think she is! I wouldn't say so at all!

EVANS

(Dejectedly)
Oh -1 thought perhaps -

(Then changing the subject)
I suppose I ought to go up and say hallo to Aunt Bessie.

MRS. EVANS

(Her face becoming defensive - in blunted tones, a
trifle pleadingly)

I wouldn't, Sammy. She hasn't seen you since you were
eight. She wouldn't know you. And you're on your honey-
moon, and old age is always sad to young folks. Be happy
while you can!

(Then pushing him toward door)

Look here! You catch that friend, he's j ust getting his car
out. You drive to town with him, give me a chance to get to
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